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agonies of death Albani robs the sick bed and the medicine
bottles of half their terrors by her reassuring air of doing as well
as can be expected. Still, I submit that though the representation
is not painful, it is in the last degree ridiculous. In saying this I
by no means endorse the verdict of those colleagues of mine
who are declaring in all directions that the opera is antiquated,
impossible, absurd, a relic of the old regime, and so on. Verdi's
opera is one thing: the wilful folly of the Covent Garden parody
of it is quite another. Take any drama ever written, and put it on
a stage six times too large for its scenes, introducing the maddest
incongruities of furniture, costume, and manners at every turn
of it- and it will seem as nonsensical as La Traviata, even without
the crowning burlesque of a robust, joyous, round-cheeked lady
figuring as a moribund patient in decline. I have no doubt that
when Mr Joseph Bennett is commissioned by Mr Harris to found
a libretto for an opera by Signor Randegger on Hedda Gabler, and
it is produced at Covent Garden with Hedda in modern costume,
Tesman as a Dutch burgomaster after Rembrandt, Lovborg as
a Louis XIII mousquetaire, Brack as the traditional notary, and
Thea in black with a mantilla and a convulsive walk, Ibsen him-
self will be voted antiquated. The truth is that La Traviata, in
spite of its conventionalities, is before its time at Covent Garden
instead of behind it. It is a much more real and powerful work
than Carmen, for instance, which everybody accepts as typically
modern.

With this view of the capabilities of the opera, I read the
promise of Maurel's appearance as Germont with some hope of
witnessing a beginning of reform. Maurel is courageous in
matters of costume: his Holbein dress as Valentine, his mouse-
colored Mephistopheles, his stupendous helmet in Lohengrin,
which reminded us all of the head-dress of the Indian in West's
picture of the death of Wolfe, had proved him ready for any
sacrifice of tradition to accuracy. I fully expected to see Germont
enter fearlessly in frock-coat, tall hat, and primrose gloves with
three black braids down the back. Judge of my disappointment
when he marched forward in a magnificent Vandyke costume,
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